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TOTHE 


PRINTER. 


E Man's the moſt} unworthy of 


_ {| 

8 8 | the Bays, 

—— Who only writes for Profit or for 
Praiſe; 
Then Envy only muſt be curſed Lays. 3 
Yet Monfieur's and Dryden's mighty Wonder 
At keen Shateſpear's and great Homer's Thunder, 
Has given Freedom to my Speech and Pen, 
To ſpeak of them, and thoſe two mighty Men : 
Yet needleſs *tis to tell, or to rehearſe, | 
That both eſteem themſelves great Men in Verſe. 


» 
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vui To the PRINTER. 

But *tis from this their great Amazement ſprings, 
That Homer, Sbateſpear, without Leading-5trings, 
Cou'd without Learning catch the Ears of Kings. 
*Tis true | IT very ſtrange, indeed ! But then 
They read in Nature's Book, and look'd at Men, 
And ſo their Thoughts they ſtole, and painted them. 
*Tis there the Source begins, to us it flies; 

And thus from mere Ideas Learning riſe : 

And thoſe from Senſe ; from Senſe, the beſt of Rules: 
And thoſe by them were drawn for witty Fools. 
From thence I take my Riſe, I needs muſt own, 
And ſend my Lays to ſpread them in your Town. 


But firſt, I'd have you tell the Fops and Beaus, 
(*Tis ſuch I mean whoſe Fi?'s in Dreſs, and thoſe 
Fond of Applauſe, who love to be addreſt; 

Dear to themſelves, to others all a Jeſt.) 
Tho? clear the Poet is of Wit and Senſe, 
Of Learning, Humour, and of Competence, 
He'll Face you all, and ſmile in his Defence: 


And when you've done your beſt to maul the Tool, 


He'll only laugh, and call you Brother Fool. 
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POEM che FIRST. 


ON 


His MAJESTY's 


CORONATION-D AT 
1745. 


AIL glorious Morn, nor let there 
Storms appear, 


To interrupt our Joy and Pleaſures 
here: 

Hail happy Day, with Rays of Light 

| | Divine, 

| And may the Preſent ſtill the Paſt outſhine | 

E Let 
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2 Ou His MAJESTY 


Let Nymphs and Swains the Day their Carols fing, 
That gave Europa Joy, and Us a King : 

The Day, that gave theſe Iſles into the Hands 

Of GeorGce, the brave Preſerver of theſe Lands. 
That gracious Prince, who ſtak*d his Royal Blood 
In Britain's Cauſe, and valiantly withſtood 

Its dreadful Foes, a Prince as brave as good : 
Witneſs the Bloody Fields of Oudenard, 

And ſmall Remains of Gaul's high boaſted Guard; 
Where with his Troops he bravely did advance, 
And thrice repuls'd the Houſhold Troops of Fraxce. 
Tho? all beſmear'd and daub'd with Gallick Gore, 
His Horſes ſhot, his Princely Veſtments tore : 

Yet lo! his Guardian Angels round him ſtood, 
And ſtill preſerv'd his Princely Royal Blood. 


Again, at Dettengen he takes the Field, 
And to his Arms ſuperior Numbers yield : 
There by his Conduct, Courage, Force, and Fire, 
Each Man with double Valour did inſpire. 


Thus to maintain our Laws and Liberty, 
Thus againſt Univerſal Monarchy, 
Fought our brave Sovereign and Faith's Defender: 
Avaunt then, Satan, and thou Dupe Pretender. 
| FRIEND. 


CORONATION=Dar, 1745. 3 


FRIEN D. 
Hold, hold, my Friend ; if Tyrant Charles ſhould 


come, 
The Inquiſition would pronounce thy Doom. 


POET. 


Perdition on its damn'd Infernal Jaws 
Periſh I'd rather in the glorious Cauſe, 
Than &er ſurvive our Liberty and Laws. 


But, hark ! Rebellion thunders in my Ears ; 
Revolting Parties, and damn'd faithleſs Peers. 
Peers ! No, it cannot be ; *tis falſe, *tis Lyes ; 
Hatch'd, fed and broach'd, by Britain's Enemies. 


Yet fave, ye Pow'rs; ye bleſſed Angels ſave 
The Kinc, and WaLEs, and CumBERLanD the 
Brave, 
From vile Rebellious Knaves, and Pow'r of Rome, 
And fave this Land from Civil Broils at home. 


Bur ſce, each Briton's Breaſt with Ardour glows, 


Impatient of Delay to cruſh their Foes : 
". W.2 | Behold 


4 On His MAJESTY's, &c. 


Behold them now their Enemies aſſail, 

And ſee to them the Victory prevail . 

See there the baſe twice-guilty Traitors bleed, 
Which ſhews it is by Heavens Hand decreed, 
That Brunſwict's Royal Race, moſt glorious T rain, 
Shall here for ever live, for cver reign ; 

Their geg Tas gad Juſtice to explore, 

*T il] in one Song all Men their God adore, 
*T:iil Diſſolution! *Till Time ſhall! be no more. 
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POEM the Scoop. 


ON 


His ROYAL HiGuNEess 
TE 


PRINCE of W ALESJ's 
BIRTH-DAY, 1745. 


H ye Cceleftial Nymphs ! my Muſe in- 
=>; ſpire | 
Witch equal Numbers, and with equal 
Fire : 

Ye Graces too, and ſweet Harmonious Nine, 
Infpire my Lays with Harmony Divine. 
Fain wou'd I raiſe aloud my Voice, and ſing 
The Praiſe and Glory of our future King. 
Wales's great Prince, who ſcorns the Baſe and Vile: 
But ever deigns upon the Good to ſmile : 
That Prince, who'd fave us all from Bondage free; 


That Prince, who Patron is of Liberty ; 


That 


1 


6 „ the PRINCE of WALES's 


That Prince, whoſe lib'ral Hand where e' er he goes, 
Where cer he ſees the one, or t'other knows, 


On Poverty or Merit, he beſtows: 
Fiat Prince, who liſtens to the Widows Cries ; 


That Prince, who wipes the Tears from Orphans 
Eyes ; 

That-Prince, who Arts and Sciences advance ; 

That Prince, who ſcorns the Treachery of France; 

That Prince, whoſe Manners all in Worth agree ; 

That Prince, whoſe gen'rous Bounty ſets poor Pri- 


ſoners free ; 
That Prince, whoſe lovely beauteous Train adorn 


this Ile; | 
That Prince, on whom the Muſes and the Graces 


ſmile ; 
That Prince, who'd leave his Babes and Princeſs fair, 
To take the Field, and fix his Standard there ; 
Where he might meet our moſt invet*rate Foes, 


And die a glorious Death, or conquer thoſe, 
Who'd make the Commons bleed, and Lords their 


Tools, 
And Slaves of Us to Tyrants, Apes, and Fools. 
That Prince! had I great Mareo's Skill, his Grace, and 


Mien, 
Should mild appear, majeſtick, lovely, and ſerene. 
- Bur, 


BIRTH-DAT, 1745- 7 


But, oh! the Theme's Divine; my mortal Lays 
Can never reach that Royal Prince's Praiſe : 
Yet, tho? we can't advance his glorious Name, 
Still we may ſpeak in Part his Princely Fame ; 
To ſhew each C37, and Tory to evince, 
Their Freedom's more than ſafe in ſuch a Prince. 


What is their Grievance then, but Civil Jars ? 
Or is it only Love of Change that bars 
Their Reaſon from their Sight? I dare appeal 
To all Mankind, whoſe Tongues their Hearts re- 
veal, 
If there's one Thinking Soul who does not feel 
Intrinſick Pleaſure flowing from our Laws; 
Who then wou'd be ſo mad to mar the Cauſe? 


What Facobite! what Knave ! what Aſs wou'd bray, 
What Devil's Dupe ! what great Man's Fool would 
ſay ; 
Here, take my Lands, ye Spaniſh Dons advance ; 
Here, take my Freedom ; bring me Chains from 
France : 
Vet ſuch there are, ſuch fooliſh, ſilly Elves, 
To yoke Britamia's Sons, wou'd damn themſelves. 
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POEM the Tuikp. 
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DECLARATION. 


REA T Jovz ſtood liſt'ning to the mur- 
= EI m'ring Croud, 

2 2 Then rais'd his Voice, and thus he ſpoke 
aloud : 
Behold thoſe little Animals, and ſee 
In Manners how they *gree and diſagree ; 

See there they, pray Confuſion on their Foes, 

And they Perdition too, and Death on thoſe : 

As tho? I'd interfere, or lend a Hand 

To ſpare thoſe Mortals, or deſtroy their Land. 

Nd, let them periſh, or themſelves divide; 

| I ne'er will envy, feed, nor raiſe their Pride: 
Pruſſia and France ſhall ſhed their Blood and mourn, 
And to their antient Boundaries return, 
Dreſden's and Vienna's Palaces ſhall weep ; 
But ftill their Kingdoms and Poſſeſſion keep : 


Proud 


JOE Diclo. 9 


Proud Spain on 22 will Confuſion bring, 

And Haß ſhall moura a Tyrant King: 

Yet Spain ſhall feel the heavy Hand of Fate, 

And on itſelf thoſe diſmal Plagues tranſlate : 

Genoa*s Grand Council ſhall divide, and then 

Great Britain ſhall deſtroy their Towns and Men, 
SarDinIA's Courage, ALBion's Expence, 

Shall be rewarded in their own Defence. 

Thus let each Party laſh and ftripe each other, - ' 
PII heed them not, *till they call Friend and Brother. 


But when Rebellion rages *gainſt my Laws, 
Ill wake my Thunder, and eſpouſe the Cauſe : 
Ill bear the Pike and Lance too in my Hand, 
And cruſh the Traitors with my mighty Band ; 
Then give the Laurel down to CuusERLAxp, 
That Son of Mars of antient Royal Race, 
Who dreadful is in War, tho* mild in Peace. 
Pluntagenet's great Name in him ſhall ſhine, 
The Glory of that brave, heroick Line, 

Half mortal, but the other Part divine, 
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The Lovar and WorTnhy 


TIE NS 
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No 


0 baffle France, and ſtem the rapid Tide 

* Nor Gallick Glory, and Heſperian Pride; 
, 55 To give een Princes Liberty and Lands, 

ro nave all Europe from oppreſſive Hands, 

To mar all thoſe, who wou'd our Peace annoy, 

To ſcare thoſe Elves, who wou*d our Rights deſtroy, 

To fave this Land from ſad inteſtine Broils, 

To heal cur Wounds with Lenitives and Oils, 

To bring us Riches for our vaſt Expence, 

And to advance your City's Opulence, 

Has ever been his Care (each Breaſt muſt own) 

Who holds the Scepter, and who wears the Crown. 

Who 
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To the CirIZ ENS of London. 11 


Who then wou'd not, with all his Might, oppoſe 
All them who wou'd to ſuch a King be Foes 
But you, my Friends, like true-born Sons of old, 
Prize more your Freedom, than you do your Gold : 
Each Purſe advances to defend the Cauſe, 
Which ſhews our Coin leſs precious than our Laws : 
But here we may much interweave the Senſe, 
And ſhew that Freedom will regain your Pence : 
But had the Sons of Antichriſtian Rome 
Advanc*d, e'er this you'd known a diſmal Doom: 
Your Portals, and your ſtately Buildings burn'd, 
And Chriſtian Churches into Pagan turn'd, 
Your Freedom loſt, your States by Monks enjoy' d, 
Your Daughters raviſh*d, and your Sons deſtroy'd. 


But you, brave Sirs, your Loyalty have ſhewn ; 
The hardy Veterans themſelves ſhall own, 
You half the Battle fought, their Foes diſmay'd, 
Tho* Edinburgh and Carliſle were betray*d ; 
Vet ſtill unanimous your Guards you kept, 
And watch'd your Wards, while tender Virgins went. 
Like Men, you have ſurpaſs'd old Rome and Greece, 
And well deſerve to ſhare the Golden Flzecc. 
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12 


To the CITIZENS of London. 


But yet, another Word, and I have done; 
Tho? hard's your preſent State, 
Your happier Days are ſtill to come, 
When you ſhall be rewarded 
for your Loyal Faith! When Freedom 
Shall in every Face appear, 
And Poverty be loſt ! E'er Sol has ran 
His annual Courſe full twice ; 
ach Tide ſhail bring from ev*ry Part, 
Their Riches to your eager Hands, 
Ani male you bleſs, with Tears of , Joy, 
he Royal Guardian of this Iſle, 
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The BRAVE and LOTAL 


COMMANDERS 


OF HIS 


MajtsTyY's Forces. 


MM told, my Lays ſome Great Ones will 

Oy offend ; 

But fear them not, while honeſt Truth's 
my Friend : 

If any think I wou*'d miſlead their Senſe, 

Or, by not knowing better, take Offence ; 

Let them the ſpacious Globe ſurvey, and ſee 

If they can find one State ſo bleſs'd as we: 

Or King, whoſe Nature to us all inclines ; 

Or Prince, or Duke, whoſe Bravery outſhines, 

Milton's bold Verſe, or Homer's Golden Lines. 


" But 


14 Io the COMMANDERS, of 


But 'tis not Reaſon guides the giddy Throng ; 
They to ſome Thane, or to ſome Laird belong, 
Who whiſpers to them Notes to ſing aloud, 
And ſo deceives the poor unthinking Croud. 
Tis true, that ſome there are you ne*er can pleaſc, 
E'en Health itſelf, to them, becomes Diſeaſe, 
Others for Liberty extend their Lungs, 
While Envy's flowing from their guilty Tongues ; 
And cries (becauſe they're not to take, or chuſc, 
The Liberty, their Liberty to loſe) 
»Tis loſt ! *tis gone ] and ſwears tis all a Cheat 
Becauſe they're not made Miniſters of State. 

And others ſay, the Taxes are fo large, 
We're all undone ! we ne*er can pay the Charge. 
But who are they? Indeed they're chiefly thoſe 
Who have no Lands, or are, at beſt, but Beaus, 
Who are employ'd to rave by ſome great Man, 
To pelt the Rear, while they oppoſe the Van. 


Some cry, *T was not ſo hard in Days of yore; 
But I can prove thoſe Times were worſe, and rat's 
That happier we're now, than heretofore, 
Excluſive of the War. In Time of Peace 

King James had full“ Two Millions at his Eaſe. 


* There was no Civil Liſt ſettled before the Revolution. 


But 


His MAJESTY Fokces. 15 


But now Eight Hundred Thouſand is the Share, 
That falls to Gro OE's own peculiar Care, 
Which is Twelve Hundred Thouſand leſs than his, 
The reſt in Parliament accounted is, 
To pay our Forces both by Land, and thoſe 
Who keeps us all ſecure of Foreign Foes 
To build us daring Fleets to guard this Land, 
To ſcare, annoy, and gall the Gallick Strand ; 
To raiſe up Bulwarks to defend our Cauſe, 
To ſave our Freedom, Liberty and Laws. 


This future Time will ſhew, 
When Party Rage ſhall ceaſe, 
And Britons all agree, 
That Bxunswick's Royal Race, 
Who ſav'd us all from Woe, 
The fitteſt are to keep us ſo. 
Who then ſo bold and brave ſhall be, 
So Loyal and fo bleſt as we ? 
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